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My desert has a noble sun for heart.
Though Time has changed my amber flesh to sand,
Yet vast horizons knew that desert land,
With seas that heard the siren song. Their chart
Is lost on siren isles; my porphyry veins,
Within whose pulse the sad time waxes, wanes
With all the summer sorrow of the rose,
Are shrunk to sand, no more that bright sea flows.
Yet have I still a noble sun for heart.